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THE BROOKLYN DIVINE'S SUJi-DA- Y

SERMON.

beneath lbs throne ot (io-l- , sn ting up her
soft sweet voUm of praise, while tne stars
listen, and the sev

No mother ever more sweetly guarded the
sick cradle than all night long this pale
watcher of the s I ben is over th weary,
heartaiok, slumbering earth. Wboseisthls
black framed, black tasseled picture of the

I I im .1 U.:i . M

HJlBO.IIC DUECTOBT.

Uuid Foud L0D"C Kix M, r. t i. H
C mtnuuirutiuiia lb. eacoud Moo-da-

in month.
Kitbtokc CBAmn, Na la, 11. A. M.

Ml! Con voce Cuiia lb Silt Mondy to
each uiunih.

Vihuo.xt Couicul, Na o, R. at B. It
Suw I AmidUIim urst Monday ia anch
mouth.

Sortu Btab Cmaitcb, Ho. S&. t. E. S.
Btat- d SlMtlip tM third Monday Id each
mouth.

I. O. O. V.

to, sad I don't see how on trth we're to
make her anyways comfortable. We
hain't no velvet ctrpcts, nor silk snfjs,
like they have to her uncle's, and I don't
know what should send her here."

"Because ihe wants to see us, I
e'poae," observed Stephen, composedly.
"There, there, wife, don't fret. Blood
is thicker than water, and she's our fos-

ter cousin, jou know. It'll make it
pleasant for Martin, when he comes."

But Mrs. Carey could not take matters
10 easily as did her more phlegmatic

CHrtlSTMAS BELLS.

Ring loud i Ring long I

Exultant Christmas belli!
fco note peals ;'r too high for Him

Whose natal morn
AngeHc choir and tuneful seraphim

The waning year still tells,
To burdened souls forlorn.
Ring loud! Rnglong!

Te merry Christmas bells
Ring loud I Ring long I

Ring low! Pray strong,
Low-lyin- mourning heart,

God's welldoved poor! By day, by night,
Mute lips give praise.

Hs knows thy direit need; know thou His
might.

From Bounty's lavish hand,
In Plenty's garnered maize,
Tray low ! Pray strong !

Christ's longing, patient ones,
Pray low Pray strong?

Moan now, moan now
No more! On wasting couc'.i

Gaunt specters tossing to snd fro,
"Elleaon," cry!

"Yes, but promise me I It's only my

whlml"
And she looked so pleadingly into

Farmer Carey's eyes that he could not

but promise.
The orange sunset of Christmas Eve

streamed athwart the sunny fields like a

beacon of promise the woods, all hung
with silver-pearle- d icicles, shone and
glittered like enchauted palaces, as

Farmer Carey drove up to the old red
store at the cross-road- s when the dally
stage from the nearest railroad station
discharged its human freight, and peered
over the fur wrappings with which the
careful hands ot his wife and Vivia had

completely muffled him.
There he If now, walkin up and

down, with his bauds in his pockets,"
cried the farmer, his brown face light-

ing up at tho sight of his only son.
"Martin! Martin, my lad I Why I do
believe old Wbiteface knows him I"

Aud the next moment Martin Carey
was seated beside his father in the box

sleigh, cheerily answering the torrent of

questions which the aid man eagerly

poured forth.
"And mother is well?" he asked,

when he could get a chance to speak.
"Yes, and"
But hero Farmer Carey bethought

himself of his promise to brown-eye-

little Vivia, and awkwardly turned the

current of his words.

"And she'll be glad to see you, my

boy I But, Martin, you don't look as

hearty as you did last September. You

are pale!"
"Am I?"
The young man was evidently a little

embarrassed.
Farmer Carey dropped the reins

aghast.
"There's nothing wrong, Martin?

You haven't been getting in debt? Be-

cause if you have, my boy, we aren't
rich folks, but thoro is the farm, and if

"a mortgage, or
"Nay, nay, father," answered Martin,

pressing the old man's band and gather-

ing up the reins with a sad smile; "I
am in no such difficulty as that; thank

could have kissed and made friends if it
hadn't been for the money she's fall

heir to?"
"I do, father."

There, I iwowl" cried Farmer
Carey, brandishing hi whip-handl- e.

"Tain't doin' justice to her to let thle
consarned money part you both! Martin,
boy, think twice about it."

"I have thought, sir, and tny mind
is unalterably decided. Could I bear to

be called a fortune-hunter- ? Father, say

no more; it only ens the old

wounds, and, although I feel your kind-

ness from the bottom of my heart, in-

deed, Indeed, it can do us no good."
From the uncurtained window the

red firelight streamed out across the
gathering darkness of the g

night, as the sleigh drew tingling up in

front of the door, and Martin Carey

sprang out.
His mother was at the door to receive

him in true motherly fashion, and the

next instant he entered the cheery old

kitchen, whose walls were all festooned

with wreaths of hemlock, ivy, and shin-

ing laurel leaves, woven in with glowing
scarlet berries.

"Why, mother!" he cried, "thi is a

genuine Chriitmaa decoration I Who
would have dreamed of there being so

much ikill left in your fingers."
"Tain't me!" Cried Mrs. Carey, look.-in- g

triumphantly round. "Dear met I
never could ha' twisted the things to-

gether so cunningly it was Vivia."
"Vivia!"
Martin Carey's handsome Greek face

grew pale aa marble, as he repeated the

word. At the same moment a light,
graceful little figure glided into the

room, and came to hi side.

"Yes, Martin, it was I. You'll let me

wish you a merry Christmas, won't youl

And, Martin"
"Well?"
She stole ber little hand softly Into

his.
"I've got a Christmas gift for you, if

you will accept it myself."
"Vivisv stop a minu'e, Vivia !" he

"Ii this a dream, or are you

really standing here under the shadow of

the old roof-tre- lifting the weight from

my heart? Vivia, my love, my da-

rling"
"Your wife," she interposed, gently.

"Oh, Martin, would you have allowed a

barrier of gold to separate us? Heiress

though I am, I should havo been the

poorest woman in all Christendom it I

had lost your love. And you need never

fear the world's careless imputation of

being a fortune-hunte- You did not

come after me; I came after you."

Subject: "RorAt Blood."

f a kxng." Judges Till., la.
wfibah Zulunna had been off toLtr"Lh'Uh:r they were

people they had seen.I''"", th "e people nad a royal
PP.rD?' 'ch one resembled the child- -

PPn. Indeed, theywnan1 dUKhtera of the Lord U

yet come to their thrones. There are familynames that rtand for wealth or patriotmraor intelligence. Ihe name of YV.hineton
m.ef.Pu-'t'"-

. although some of the bloodthat raoa haa become very thin in the lastgeneration. The famil of Medici stood asthe representative of letters.
The family of the Rothschilds is slimin-cant- of

wealth, the loss of forty millions ofdollars In 1S48 putting them to no incon-enienc-

and within a few year they haveloaned Ruaua twelve millions of dollars.Naples twenty-Gv- e millions, Austria forty
millions and England two hundred million.-an-

the stroke of their pn on the rounliu 'room desk shakes everything from the Irikh
Bea to the Danube. They ojen their hand,

thareis war; they iliut it, aud there is
peaoe. The house of Hcpjburg la Auatria,Ue house or Stuart in England, the home of
Bourbon In France were families of imperial
authority.

But 1 come to preach of a family moro
potential, more rich and more extensive
the royal house of Jesus, of whom the whole
family in heaven and on earth is named. We
are blood relations by the relationship of the
Croas; all of us are the children of the Kin?,

First, I speak of our family nam. W ben
we see a descendant of some one greatly eel'
ebrated in the last century we look at him
with profound interest. To bare bad con-
querors, kings or princes iu the ancestral
line give luster to the family name. In our
line was a king and a oonqu ror. The Star
in the East with baton ot iignt woke un ths
eternal orchestra that made musio at His
birth. From thence He started lorth to con-
quer all nations, not by tramping them
down, but by lifting them up. St. John saw
Him on a white borse. ben He returns
He will not bring the nations chained to Hi,
wheel or in iron cages; but I hear the stroke
of the hoofs of tba mow while cavalcade
that bring them to the gates in triumph.

Our family name takes luster irom the
tar that heralded Htm, aud the speir that
pierced Him, and the crown that was given
Him. It gathers ira;rancj from the frank-
incense brought to His cradle, and the lilies
that flung the.r sweetness into His sermons,
and the box of alabaster that broke at His
feet The comforter at Bntaany, Tba

at Nam. The supernatural oculist
at Bethsaida. The Saviour of one world,
and the chief joy of anoiher. The storm His
frown. The sunlight Uis smile. The spring
morning His breath. The earthquake the
tamp of His foot The thunder the wnUper

of His voice. The ocean a drop ou the tip
of His finger. Heaven a sparkle on the
bosom of His love. Eteruity the twinklin;
of His eye. Tho universe the flying dust of
His chariot wheels. Able to beat a heart-
break, or hush a tempest or drown a worliL
or flood immensity with His glory. Whnt
other family name could ever boast ot such
an Illustrious personage?

Henceforth, swing out the coat of arrnsl
Great lacuilies wear their coatof arms on t ie
dress, or on the door of tbo coacb, or on tlio
helmet when they go out to battle, or on 8xj

nd ensigns. Tne heraldic sign is sometimes
a lion, or a dragou, or an eagle. Our coat
of arms worn right over tho heart hereaf-
ter shall be a cross, a lam J standing under
It and a dove flving over it. Grandest or ail
escutcheons I Most significant of all family
"coata of arms." In every battle I must
have it biasing on my flag the dove, the
cross the lamo, and when 1 fail wrap ma in
that good old Christian fl vg. so that the tarn-tl- y

coat of arms shall be right over my breasr,
that all the world may see that I looked to
the dove of the spirit and clung to the cro
and depended upon tne laml) of God, wuico
taaeth away the sin of the world. .

Asbuned o( Jn-th- at deir Irlend,
On wbom my hopes ot lit, depend:
ho! wbeo I blu.n he thu my .hame
laat I ao mora revere ais nam..

Kt 1 anaak of the familv sorrows. If
nnnio tn ona member of the family.

all feel it It la the custom, after the body

is lowered into the grave, for all tne rela-

tives to come to the verge of the grave and
look down into it First those nearest tne
departed come, then those next of kin, until
they have all looked into tor, grave. So

when troublo and grief go do ,n through the
heart of one member o( the family, they go

down through them all. Tbo sadness ot one

is the sadnees of all.
A company of persons join hands aroun.l

an electric battery; the two persons at the
ends of the line toucu the battery, and all

the circle feels the shock. Thus, by reason

of the filial, maternal aud paternal relations
of life, we stand so close together that when

trouble sets its battery all feel the thrill of

distress. In the great Christian family the
sorrow of one ougttt to oe toe
Is one persecuted? All are persecuted. Does

one suffer loss? We all suffer loss. Is on!
barsavedf We are all bereaved.

Their sireaiBlng eves together How

For human gain sail mortal woe.

If you rejoice at another's mlsfortun!
you an. notone of the sheep, but onj of thi
Vcata, and the vulture of sin hath alighted

T jour soul, and not the dove of the
spirit.

Next I notice tho fatnily property. After
a man of large estato dies tho relative as-

semble to hear the will rea l. So much of
the property is willed to his sons, and so
much to his daughters, and so much to

societies. Our Lord Jesus hath
died, and we are assembled to-d- to hew
the will read. He says. "My pec I ,vo

unto you." Through His apostle He says
"All ars yours." What! Everything
Yes, everything! This world and the next
In distinguishing families thero are old pic-

tures banging on the wall They are called

the "heirlooms" of the estate. Tuey are
very old, and have come down from genera-

tion to generation.
So I look upon all the beauties of the nat-

ural world aa the heirlooms of onr royal
family. The morning breaks from the east
The mists travel up hill above hill, mountain
above mountain, until sky lost, l he forests

fu ni rhirn and huzx and son I. Trees s

leaf and bird's wing flutter with gladness.
Honey makers in the log, and beak against
the bark, and squirrels chattering ou tne
rail, and the call of the hawk out l a clear
sky make you feal glad. The sun, which

kindles eonflagrationa among the oast o, of

slouds and sets minaret and dome aflame,
stoops to paint the illy white, and the buttdr-cu-p

yellow, and the forget-me-n- olue.

What can resist the sun? Light tor the
the deep I Light for the shep-S3-d

gating the flocta aneldl Light for
foe pSor who have no lamps tp burn Light

I lorLightfor the downcast and the
aching eyes and burning brain, an 1 wasted

Motive! Light for the emootb brow of

childhood, and for the dim vision of the

octogenarian I Light for quu's coront
uTior sw.n- - K" na

light! Whose moruinj is thlsf My morn--

Tour morning. Our Kat ler gave us

the ploture, and hung It on the uy In loops

of fire It Is the heirloom of our family.
And' so the night. It is the full moon.

The mists from snore to shore gleam like

mirrors and the ocean, under her
XcTcomee up with great tides pantln
Spon the beach, mingling, as It were, foam

blesses God forThe nunand firs.
wlng such sTcneap light tbrou?h the

broken window pane in his cabin, and to the
fight fro n ths otner ihoretek It seems s,

which bounds thii great deep of human pain

and woe. If tbs lun seemed like a song lull

and nouravl from braaen instruments that
SThaaven and earth with grat harmonies
thsmooa is plaintlvs nd mild, standing

u.gu, ah u mo ueirKxj.u oi our laoiiir.
Ours the grandeur of the sprin;, the crys-
tals ot the snow, the coral of tne beach, the
odors of the garden, the harmonies of the
air.

You cannot see a large estate in one
morn m jr. You must take several walks

round it Tho fauvly pro,)erty of this royal
house ot Je,us is so great that we mint take
several walks to eet any ilea of IU extent.
Let the first walk b around this earth. All
these vallxvs the harvest, taat wave in them
auutnecatue mat mo n an inxj
mountains and the precious thing! hidden
beneath them, an 1 the crown ot glacier tlior
cast at the feet ot th s Alpine humcuio ail
these lakes, tliaie Lilan Is th;se continents,
are ours. In the socon 1 walk go among the
street lamps ot heoven, and see stretching
off on every siJe wilderness of worlds. For
ustlieysh.no. For ui they sail at a Sav-
iour's nativity. For us they will wheel iuto
line and with their flaming torch-mal- l to
the splendor ot our tnu.npu on the day for
which all other days were mule.

In the third walk go around the Eternal
City. Aa we come, mar it hark to the rush
ot Ita chariots an I the wedding peal ot its
great towers. The bell of hmven has struck
twelve. It is high noon. We look ua upon
the chap'.ets which never fa lo, the eyes that
never weep, the temples that naver close, the
loved ones that never part, the proceuion
tnat never liaiu,tue treos mat never wuaer,
the walls tuat never cin hi captured, th
sun that never sets until wo can no longer
gasa, aud we hido oar eyo anlexclai n,
"'Eye hatn not seen, nor ear heard, neither
have entered into the heart ol mau, the
things which Go l hath preparej for the:n
that love Him!" As these tides ot glory
rise we have to retreat and hold fast lest we
be swept off and drowned in the emotions ot
gladness and thanksgiving and triumph.

What think you o( the family projwrty?
It Is considered an honor to marry int a
family where there is great wealth. The
Lord, th bridegroom of earth and heaven,
offers yon Uis heart and Hia band, sayiug
In the won Is of the Canticles "Rise up, My

love, My fair one, and come away;" aiii
once having put on tny hand the siguet rinj
et His love, you will be endowed with all thi
wealth ot earth and all the honors of heaven

Almost every family looks back to a hoi
stead some country place when, you :rew
un. You sat ou thndoorsill. You heard tns
footstep of the rain on the garret ro f. Yon
swim; ori tho gate. You ranw-ke- the
barn. You waded Into tho hroo. You
tbra-iio- the orchard for app.e. and the
nighloriiig wools for nuts; anl
everything around tho old homestead
is of interest to you. 1 tell you of the old
homeitoad of eternitv. In my Father',
bous- are ininy mansions When we talk
of s we think ot Chatsworth and its
park, nine imlM iu circumfereni-e- , and iti
eonservntory that nutomsnes ttu world; lU
galleriea of art, that contiin tho tr.umphi
of I'hnntrey, an I Tborivald.-en- ; ol
th king, and tho (pie'iis who have walkel
its stat lv halls or, Mvin; over the heather,
have huut xl t;n groin-- . But all the dwell-in-

plici of i 1 ni-i- e an 1 ouen.
ate as notning t.i cue U nny niaunoii tua: t,
already on our arrival. The hand
ot tho Lord Jesiu li't 1 the pillars aud swun ;
the do ri nn I plant; I the parks. Anjels
walk tii. re, an I thu :;oN of all aes. Tue
poorest man in that nouso is a millionaire,
and tne lowliest a klnr, nnd tho tainnxt

o-- l he spoiks in au anlhuu and tho siiort
est life au

Jt t k; a l'ax:o i It bail I for Cliatsworta
acjverin for tan wo:i lerful fl nver, Vic-
tor. a Keii. five ,.- - iu diameter. Hut our
I.ilr of tho Vaili-- s.iall noil no sh.-lto- tro n
the hUt, mi I in Hi otuu nr. m of Gad
siia-- p it forth its fu Pio.i n, an I all hoaven
liall t)nin M lix at it, nn l its aroaia shall

lie astnougn the cnenihi n hailswnn j before
thethronea tinima I c?iitrj I havo not

en it yet. I am in a foreign land. Hut mv
Father is waiting for inn to conio hoai . I
have brother and sist-r- s thexa in tho
IJHile I have !eit jrs from th:re,
what a fine place, it is. It inittwrs not much
to mo waotli'-- r 1 a-- rich or xor, or whether
the world hatt--s nid or love inn, or whether
I go by land or by s a. If only I may lift my
eyes at la.it oi- - '.hi faaiily mamion.

It is not a frail liom-- , built in a montii,
soon to crumble, but an ol 1 mansion whlc'i
Is as firm as tue day it was built. It walls are
grown with tne ivy of many ages and the
urns at the gateway are abloo.u with thi'
century plants of eternitv. Tho (jueen of
Slieha oath walke 1 its halls and Either an I

Marie Antoinette and Lady Huntingdon and
Cecil and Jeremy 1'aykir and Samuel Ruth-
erford and John Milton, and the wnl iw who
gave two mites, and the poor men from the
hospital these last two perhaps outshining
ill the kings and queens of eternity.

A iaiuily mans on means reunion. Homo
f your fa'iiiiles are very tnucli scattere-l-.

I he ciiildron married, and went olf to St.
Louis or Cliicao or Charleston; nut per-
il ip, once a vear you co no together at tan
alii place. How you wake up the ol I piano
that has heou silent for years! (Fathor and
mother do not play in it.) How you brin;
sut th1 old relics and rummaze the gar-

ret anil open old scrapboo ,s and shout and
laugh and cry and talK over old times and,
though you may b torty-flv- e years of nes
set as thou ill you were sixteen! Y'et

toon it is goodbye at the car window, and
goodbye at tho steamboat wharf. But ho
will We act at the reunion in thn old family
mansion of heavon? It is a good while since
you parted at t he door of the grave. There
will be Grace and Mary and Martha and
Charlio and Lizzie and all the darlings of
your househo.d not ialo and sick and gasp-

ing for breath, as when you saw them last
but ths eye bright with ths luiter of heavon,

ml the choek rosoate witn tho flush of celei-tia- l

summ-'r- .

What clasping of hands! What
What coming together of lip to

hp! What tears of joy I You say, "1
thought there were no tears iu heavon."
There must be, for the Bible says that "God
hall wipe them away;" and if there were no

tears there, how could He wipe them away?
They cannot be t.art of grlet or tears of dis-

appointment They must be tears of gia
Christ will cjih9 anl say: "What!

child of heaven, is it too much for thee?
Dost thou break down under the gladuoss of
this reunion? Then I will help thee." And,
with His one arm around us and tho other
ara around our loved one, He shall hold u 4

up in the eternal jubilee.

Whlls I spaa'.--, some of you, with broken

hearts can hardly hold your paaco. You
feel as if you would speak out an 1 say. "Oh,
blessed day I speed on. Tow.tr t thee I press
with bllsterei feet over the desrt way. My
eyes fall for their weeping. I faint from
list-mi- lor feet that will u it coma and tUo

sound of voices that will not spjak. 8p3d
on, oh, day ot reunion And then, Lord

Jesus be not anry with me it after I have
just once kissed Thy blessJ feet I turn
around to gather up tho long lost troasurei
of my heart. Oh, be not angry with me!
One loot at Thee were heaven. But all those
reunions are heaven enciroliug heaven,
heaven overtopping heaven, heaven com-

mingling with heaven !"

I was at Mount Vernon nnd went into thi
dining-roo- in whlca our first Pr sident en-

tertained the prominout mm of this and
other lands It was a very intereJtlng spot
But oh. the bnnqueting hall ot toe fa uily

mansion of whicn I sp-a- Spread tho ta-

ble; spread it wide, lor a great multitude
are to sit at it. From the Tree by toe River
gather the twelve manner of fruits for that
table. Take the clusters from the
heavenly vineyards and press them
into tho golden tankards for that
table. On baskets carry in the bread of

which, if man eat, he shall never hunger.
Take all the shot-tor- n flags of earthly con-

quest and entwine them among the arches
Let David come with his harp, snd Gsbriel
with his trumpet anil Miriam with th
timbrel, for the prodigals are at horns and
the captives are free, and the Father hatli
invited tbs mighty of heaven and the

of earth to come and dins.

Essex LoDom, Na IS. Meeu evary Tkar
dy evening.
llos Kscampment No. 4. Meets second

ami fourth Tuesdays of each month.

Q. If.

Eras-it- tuci I oar. No. 71 Hti each
Frld 'y on or before the full of tba moon.

W. R. C.

Kihstcs Buck, No. 80, Dpt snt Vermont
Mi ft, alternate Thursdays

PROBATE COURTS.

Probate Courts, witbln and forth Dlstric
if Essex, will be hoklen until otberwlae or
lered. as follows:

Al the Probata Office tn Guildhall on the
Id Tuesday of each month.

At West Concord on the 1st. Tuesdays of
January and July .

At ls.snd Pond on the 1st Tuesday, of
Fei.-rutr- aud August.

At Liinenburgh on the 1st Tuesday! of
llarrli ana September.

At Canaan on the 1st Tuesday! of April
and October.

At Gallops Mills In Victory on the 1st
Tuesdny In May.

At Hloomfielil on the 1st Tuesday! of Juna
ind November.

C. E. BENTON, Judge,
Guildhall, December 1st. 1890.

HI Ms !-- t'AKUl.

M. MANSUR,

'attorney at law,
And Solicitor in Chancery,

Island Pond, Vermont.

W. LUND.jj
ATTORNEY AT LAW.

Canaan, Vermont.
by mall ur otherwise promptly

attended to.

D. HALE,

"attorney at law,
Lunenburg, Vt.

4 I.FRED R. EVANS.
1

attorney at law,
AM) NOTAUY I'l'HI-IC-.

Offl.-- over P.m. Of!1. Ooruam, N. H.

Aii laisincsa by uiuil or otborwis promptly
tterdrd t ..

JJATF.8 MAY,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,
aiuln Street, opposite Post Offlca,

St. Juhnebury, Vt.

EI.lK,

PHYSICIAN and SURGEON,

Ialand Pond. Vt.
Orr.i--a at residence on Croaa Street

xv. scorr,

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON.

Office over Bowker's Store,

LUNENBURG. VT.
i; K. NORCROSH. M. D , D. d. a,
L. ISLAND TOM), VT.
OFFICE, ROOM 33. STEWART H0U8K.

RricULTics Operative Dentistry, Bar
Affections, Gynecology, and Skin l)lwi

Consultttioii fee, ut oHlee, 50 cents Cor-

respondence of patirnu, by" mail, receives
pi umpt attention. Offioe open night and day.

II. J KMC,J

DENTIST.
JKNK'S BLOCK, COATICOOK. P. Q

At En-e- x House, Pond, Vt, th.
flut Wedi rsday in each month.

J
WTSTEVENS,

DEPUTY SHERIFF
for Orleans County. Offloe at J. 8. Swee-

ney's. East Cmablxstom, Vnorr.

BILLIARDS. POOL. CIO ARM.

w7 W. CHENEY,

BARBER,
Island Pond House. Island Pond, Vt.

Hnlr Cutting, Sharine, Shampooing and
Dyeing. Cutting U nee' and Cblldreo's Hair
a ipeclalty. Rators thoroughly honed.

pATRICK JUDGE,

BOOT AND SHOE MAKER,

Croas Btraet, Island Pond. Vt.

tT All kinds o! Repairing lone la a neat
ml hulwtunlial nmnnjr

MKLCIIEH -:- - HOUSE,
CROVKTOJf, !. H.

T1BBETT3 A KcNALLT, - Proprietors.

Patrons conreyed to and from Butloa A
l.i vary Hiahla rinn-- t ji
M0NADN0CK UOUSE,

COLBUKOOK, N.
T. 0. ROWAN, - PBOPRUITOR

Fint-ola- ai Liyery oonneoted with th Eomsa

Tbta Hi'te! la pleaaantly located In eae of
tlie moat flouusblng Tillagas In Horthera
New Ilanipablre, and b ring beea thor-
oughly ralnrn lined and reflltrd, offers gr
induoemanu to Slimmer Tourists, la
nouse la fitted throughout wlta
a4 ail eooaWa arm !

spouse.

"I didn't put no Icia' on that cake,''
she fretted, "nnd there wasn't a raisin
left lor tho pies, nrter I'd mixed up the
puddin'. I might have sont for some by
Deacon Beardsley's boys, if I'd only
Unowned in time. And then the floor
in the froot bedroom I hain't no carpet
for it, and "

"Oh, bother the carpet, mother. II
Vivia can't put up with what we've pot,
she must go elsewhere; but I'll risk her.
Where 'i the paper?"

The mow lay white and pure, like

ridges of pearl, over all the (alien log
and umightly itone walls, fringing the

solemn old cedar trees and turning the

woods to cathedral arches carved in

dazzling marble and alabaster, when

Farmer Carcy'i old box-ilei- cosily

lined with buffalo robes, jingled up to

the door, juit about dusk, and Vivia

Grey ran into the kitchen, like a little
d fairy, to Mrs. Carey's no small

astonishment.

rx7isii''ic'
"TUKllK IIG IS NOW."

There was nothing so very terrible

about this city visitant, nfter all a deli-

cate girl ic blue merino drets, and gold

brown hair falling in a rippled cloud about

her oval face a girl whose shy brown

eyes looked at you as pleading for love,

and whoso mouth was as pert and lovely

as a rosebud! Mrs. Carey threw oil her

wrapping in front of the huge fireplace.

"We've got a fire in the front room,"

began Mn. Carey, but Vivia did not

allow her to finish the sentence.

"Oh, never mind tho front room,"

ihe laid, conxingly, "it's so bright and

snug and cheery here. You'll let me

stay, won't you?"

And Vivia had her way.
She was the brightest little sunbeam

that night that ever illuminated the

quiet old farm house. At least so

thought Farmer Carey and his wife, as

Vivia ran about, helping to clear away

the table, and sweeping up the hearth

and wiping the dishes as deftly as if sho

had been brought up to ths trade, and
finally settling down on a little cricket
close to Mrs. Carey's side, where every
gleam of the blazing fire turned her

bright hair to shimmering gold and mir-

rored itself in the limpid depths of her
hazel eyes.

"It's a little dull for you to night, my

dear," said the farmer, glancing lovingly

at her, as ho smoked his evening pipe,

"but Martin will be here

night, to spend Christmas. That's your
cousin, my dear."

"My Cousin Martin!" repeated Vivia,

softly.
You'll like him, I'm sure he's ai

fine a fellow as ever breathed, if he is

m; son," went on the old man. "And
now this is a great secret, my girl, re-

member and I guess likely Martin

means to surpriso me with it, for I only

heard on it through Deacon Beardsley's

daughter-in-law- , who came up last weok

I shouldn't wonder if Martin should

bring a wife here, one of these days, to

get the old folks' blessing I"

The larmcr's face was radiant as he

spoke. Vivia listened with her fair head

slightly turned.
"Would you like it?"
"Like itl I guess we should 1"

"But you might not find his brido "

"My Martin would never bring home

a bride that we shouldn't love of that
I'm sartin," auswered the old farmer,

conclusively.

"Uncle Carej," said Vivia, earnestly,

"will you promise roo one thing?"
Half a dozen, if you choose."

Vivia laughed.
"I shall be satisfied with one. Prom-

ise me that you will not tell your son I
am here. He he may be vexed to

think that the quiet of his home Christ-

mas should be disturbed by the prosence

of a stranger."
' 'Taint like Martin to feel so. He'll

make you as welcome as flowers La May."

Christ tho Cousoler comci to smooth thy
brow,

To light thy darkened sify,
To calm all earthly woe.
Moan now, moan now

No more! Christ stills both heart
Ami moan, and moan.

Ring loud! Ring Ion?,
O strong-toned- , Christmas bells!

For all the rich, the wise, the poor.
Your welcome swells

Ring long for Charity's wide opon door!
Ring loud a stainless name!
Ring long for Truth's bright score
Ring loud! Ring long,

Life's hopeful, Christmas bells
Ring loud Ring long I

R. T. arttntr.

Martin's Christmas Gift.

BV IIEI.RN FOKREST GRAVES.

A gray December twilight; the leaf-
less woods half hidden in the whirling
slouds of snow that had begun to flutter
Ihrough the chill air us the sun went
iown; melancholy wind sighing sadly
iown the valley, where rocky hills rose
j on each side of the steely gleaming
river, and only the red light from
Farmer Carey's kitchen window seemed
l.o brighten tip the somber scene. For
Ihe great lo fire that blazed in the
aheery throat of the huge stone chimney
was ufficient of itself to light up the
gloomiest winter gloaming that ever
:losed over tho bleak New England
bills.

It was a large, low room, with newly
whitewashed wall,, aud solid wainscot-

ing extending half way up to the ceiling;
i room with small paned window,
which oddly distorted everything you
looked at through their medium, aad
chairs and tables which were evidently
manufactured in the day, when wood
was cueap, ana peopio aula t iniud a
little extra bulk to lift around. A bright-itripe- d

rui; carpet covered the floor, and
the shelves of the woodeu cupboard be-

yond the chimney were decorated with
layers of newsiupers, cut in fanciful
shells and scollops, while divers and
sundry implements of gleaming tin,
hung on the walls, dashed back the
brightness of the fire like so many
eyes.

"Well!" said Mrs. Carey, setting down
on a round piuc stand the fat tallow
candle she had just lighted, as her hus-

band came in, shaking the light snow
from his over
coat, as if he intended to have a good
storm within doors, on his own ac-

count.

"Well," answered Stephen Carey,
composedly, "it's to snow all
night like furiation, an' the wind's set-ti-

round to the east, and if it hadn't a'
been for them mufflers you knit last
month, my ears would ha been clean
froze off my head."

They were a curiously contrast-

ing couple. She, tosy and fresh- -

colored, with bright black eyes,
and a quick, fluttering way with

hci, like a bird; whilo he was tall,
and slow, and ponderous, with leather-brow- n

skin, and an expressionless, fos-

silized face. Yet they had been a singu-

larly happy couple all thoir lives long.

Did you get any letters?"
"Yes."
"From Martin?"

"No, not from Martin. We're goin'
lo have company to Christmas. Vivia

Grey is coming night."
Mrs. Carey elevated both bands in a

sort of spasmodic despair.

"close to miis. caret's bide.

'For the land's sake!" was her ex-

clamation (which Stephen Carey face-

tiously termed"mother'sswearl") "what
ve we goin' to do with Vivia Qrty? We

cain't nothia' like what she's been used

you all the same. Nor did I mean to

cast a shadow over your quiet life with

the reflection of my own sorrows. But

since you have questioned me, I will

conlide in jou freely. I have fallen in

love."
"That's nothing to look sad about,"

the farmer answered. "Why, it's what

I did mvself, son Martin!"
"It was a pleaiaut, brief dream, fath-

er," went on Martin, "but it was soon

over. I'm only a workingman, father,
with just enough to live on "

"A workingman 1" broke in Stephen

Carey. "And what of that? Ain't they

the bone and sinew of the- - land? Why,

boy, you ought to be proud of the
title!"

"walked to Tns village cbtjrch.'

"Hear me out, father. I lovod a girl

who would grace the home of any man,
and I had reason to believe that she re

turned my love. A trifling difference

somehow made a coolness between us. I

was in the wrong. Being made aware

that I had misjudged her, I was about

to seek a reconciliation, when I learned

that she had fallen heiress to a fortune

which lifted her far above my humble

sphere. I have always said that I would

never marry a heiress. Still less would

I lay myself open to misconception now,

when the world would say that her

wealth alone brought about our recon-

ciliation. I shall never see her again."
"But, Martin"
"Oh, father, I am very miserable!"

One moment Martin Carey's head
drooped on the kindly shoulder of the

old mau; then he straightened up again,

erect and stately as a young pine tree.

"If you please, sir, you will not speak

of it again. Lot it die into the past.

You would have liksd her, I thjnk. She

is a distant relation of mother" family."

"Twan't Ruth Ann Wilcox, who went

to York, teachin" school last fall?"

"No, sir; it was not Ruth Ann Wil

cox."
And with this Mr. Carey was forced

to be contented. Evidently, Martin did

not like to be questioned ; so, in his in

most mind, the old man came to the con

clusion that it must havo been "Deacon

'Siah Parson's that was
balf-aibt- to mother's cousin, Job ."

"But, Martin," he ventured to say,

after they had skimmod along over the
hard, frozen ground for some minutes in

silence, "do you believe you young folks

And when Mrs. Carey came in, with

the best damask table cloth on her arm,

Martin and Vivia were still standing ia

front of the fireplace, rapt in one

another low, caressing words, the old

lady stopped short.

"Martin I didn't know

"But I know, mother!" cried out the

genial voice of the farmer, close behind

her. "Martin, say, lad, it' ail right at

last. Mother, we're goin' to have a dear

little daughter, and her name I Vivia

Grey I"
And when the clear, cola light or tne

blessed Christmas Day dawned radiantly

over the glistening, mow --covered earth,

and the red finger of sunset wrote across

the orient sky the sweet old words,

"Peace on earth, goodwill to man,"

Martin Carey walked with Vivia to the
village church, and there received the
sweetest Christmas gift that earth eould

have in store for him.
He had married an heiress in spit of

all his protestations and that ia the snd
of moet men's resolutions.

Christina ttelU.
O happy belli! through coming year

We hear, In your glad sending,
The message still ot peace, good will--Ail

jarring discords blending.

O bells ot God! ring on, oar souls

To grander action nerving,
Till all our days are Christmas day

Of living and of serving.
Caroline A. Dugan.

They Were Agre4.
What kind of a neck-ti- e do you like

bett, Maurice?" asked Gertrude with
thought of Christmas.

"I like a handsome bow a wU a
anything, don't you?"

"Oh, I just dol" said Gertie, with, a
movement that was almost a snuggle;
and Maurice never felt so well satls(U4

with hi personal appearance m he dil
at that moment.


